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Another weary, tense day dragged along, and that evening somebody told me that there was an Ensa show in the men's canteen. It seemed to make a farce of all our security precautions to permit these Ensa artists to come in and out, but we were all extremely glad of something to take our minds off the everlasting topic. After dinner Maxted, Bocca and I trooped along to the canteen and found a seething crowd trying to get in, while another crowd struggled with equal vigour to get out. Some of the parachutists were trying their commando tactics by swarming in and out of the windows until N.C.O.s took the matter sternly in hand.
It was all a fine tribute to Ensa, however, and it is as well to remember that a much criticised organisation did make a big effort to deliver the goods everywhere from Burma jungles to English camps. I am bound to add that the show, performed on a tiny stage in an intensely hot and overcrowded room, was one of the feeblest I have ever seen. The best that could be said is that it filled in time, but the four persons who composed this concert party seemed in conspiracy to put over every "ham" act they could think of. Things reached a climax when the violinist, who I must say was an extremely competent fiddler, had to stop after a stroke or two because her bow hit the ceiling. She then moved off the platform into the body of the hall and continued unabashed. Still, I hate to carp at people who do their duty and give their best. . . . And so we went once again to bed, wondering whether our ordeal of waiting would ever end.
Early next morning, Friday, March 23, we had our orders. We were to rise at 2.45 a.m., breakfast at 3.30 and board trucks at 4 a.m., bound for Shepherd's Grove airfield. I shaved overnight, then laid out my kit, thinking carefully what I would discard. After some thought I decided to leave behind the slab of yellow substance for colouring the sea, a precaution against falling in by daylight. Then, after further solemn thought, I also discarded the battery and little electric red light, an insurance against falling in at night. Feeling somewhat like a balloonist at a critical stage
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